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To my brother, Ray 


er . 


Death plucks at my ear and says “Live, for I am 
coming.” 


— Dante 


We live together, we react on, and react to, one 
another; but always and in all circumstances we are 


‘ 


by ourselves. 


— A. Huxley 


JACOB 


A poem 
exhaled on 
me today 
—practicing imperfection— 
I failed 
to grapple; 
it inhaled. 


THE GIRL, A FIRST ENCOUNTER 


School just out, 

The day was late; 

much too hot for season, 

I walked in shirt-sleeves 

Sacked books tossed over my shoulder. 
There she sat, 

under oak shade 

without sweat or hint of imperfection. 
I walked by, 

Dared not look, glance over, 

Dared not run to her, grab her, shout: 
“You're beautiful. 

I love you. Are you angelic?”’ But 
No, 

I walked by, 

Dared not look. 

Then, 

“Can I walk with you?” 

What is this? The creature speaks? 

Stop short, look over, breathless breathless, 
“Yes,” (i said it) 

Reached out hand as service 

(must be a gentleman) 

She touched my hand; 

I froze 

(all men do) 

froze and stuttered, thought: 

‘Haven't I seen you here before?”’ 

no no no Fool 

Back up, think again, 

sO walt, 

hear me out. 

And the daffodil behind her ear, 
shone the sun, 

against her dark, brown hair. 


AN OLD WOMAN 


An old woman 
dreamt life moves 
continually. 
It is not fun 
oh! she knows 
to grasp and hold on. 
A Bible lay, 
forcibly 
bare, wet words sprinkle 
A table’s legs, 
spatter a 
porch slat below her. 
And a baby 
twists, wriggles 
asleep on her lap. 


WATERMELON RIND PANTY-WASTE 


OBIT I 


Came in a straggly thing, 

Farmer’s caps 

overalls, 

Torch lit, bong hit 
Whoopty-do! 

And there were women, 

Yes women, 

on occasion, 

Who I knew only as friends, 

who came by 

when they 

missed class, or 


had problems with other boyfriends. 


It was wild. 
it was wild 


IT 


It’s time to take the test, 
but I can’t 
cos I’m scared. 
I really should talk to her, 
but it’s hard 
when thoughts 
only know 
fright, bite, trite 
so, Think I'll do laundry 
sweep floor 
pound door 
no more 
Sit and vegetate, you know, 
keel over 
like a bombshell 
a tall tale 
wishing well. 


Il 


A chair’s arms 
rub raw in time. 
Please don’t sit here, 
my cushions are sagging. 


IV 


Across lake bridge 
walks a character or two 
knights in the rain. 
Silver shiny metal 
clink clanks 
clean. 
Old men sing 
Knights in the rain 
rusty voices 
perched on cedar limb; 


You lie in daisy field, 
Ice, yellow, green 
melts from dress sleeve 
and explodes against clovers, 
Kodachrome picture fills the sky — 
shiny character clanks stop 
beaded water drip drip 
knights in the rain. 
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Knights. 
Roundtable is a dream 
of guys who like pretending 
and one who 
knows little else. 


VI 


The bell tower melts into the ground 
like the sun. 
Desk lamps are 
good companions 
when the melt down 
ends. 


VII 


Good evening, people, 
you've come to watch me cry; 
there go all the days, 
the months, the years 
no tears 
no tears 
no tears 


I’M SORRY 


Your sentiment touched me, 

The ragged page blistered 

With callous ink. 

I would’ve 

Could’ve 

Should’ve cried 

If only the act hadn’t seemed 
Wouldn’t have been 

So unforgiveable. 

The desert wind cold 

Slaps my tent inward, outward; 
Scorpions crouch ground level warm. 
Any other time, any other situation, 
Perhaps, but now 

Understand, 

Such an extraneous activity 

Would be unwise. 


OUTSIDE/INSIDE 


3 p.m. 
Red children, 


outside, 

in sunshine 

burnt and unfamiliar, 
sing loud gooshes, 
flopped down 


in the wading pool. 
8 p.m. 


Au-to-mo-biles, 

outside, 

Swoosh, beep by, 

thrilled perpetuum. 

Steel, tin finger-tips stretched 
from capitol to coast 

on black slabs with white and yellow lines 
outside 

my window 

tonight. 

Long after supper dishes 
have scraped themselves, 
placed themselves, 

clean 

in the drain, 


drip. 
11 p.m. 


Inside. 

Red children home (?), 
au-to-mo-biles parked 
(except lone straggler now 
and again). 
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Late evening news, 

wrought of good intention 
blinks to us at our 

desire, or against our 

desire, or for our 

knowledge, of 

Washington, D.C., 

wrought with no intention 
save perhaps, the blind caress, 
of a congressman’s ego, 

a senator's nympho 

on what was a sunny day, 
what's now, a starry night. 

It must be summer; 

cut lawns smell of watermelons 
and birds sing to moonlight. 
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#8 


(When Phil climbed the windmill) 
ants ate 
his eyes 
after that. 
And Alicia, 
grasshopper grey 
cooking wine sleepy, 


a coda. 
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#2 


This poem’s 
demise 
was its 


third 


word. 
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SUNDAY DINNER 


Someone approaches. 

The yard grass brights limp sunshine, 
Noon moon vacant shadow 
Except one 

Arm extended 

One pin-point metal gleam 

One short squirm 

Swing up swing down. 

Perhaps, if the chicken had tried 
Harder, I would have let 

Go. 
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THE RED LEAF WALK 


The smell of oakwood 
fireplace roar fills, 
grey lapelled jacket, 
musty afterthoughts of 
wine, cheese, 
Solemn warmth 
and the living room rug. 


The brain records 
those moments that 
lay warm, against 
an icy path. 

Is it too much to recall 

brown eyed little birds 
who flew at their own reflection 
in storefront windows? 
Then lay crushed, 


and warm, on snow. 
(they remind us of Christmas!) 
Fir smell or green pine 
on door knocker wreath, hanging 
there, Noel! 
Or New Year’s. 


Guy Lombardo beats out that old tune, 
Again. 
I’m alone. 
Recliner chair, mixed drink, cigarette, 
Notebook on the lap. 
(In case the Muse, 
should drop in from vacation.) 


Another year gone by. 
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Roar, 
Red coal falls, 
grey ash forms, 
hour glass shape 
and Time is Time 
when wine glasses clink. 
Prolong the moment. 
Outlast 
Contrast 
Protest? 


An autumn day — 
— when smell of oakwood 
fireplace roar fills, 
grey lapelled jacket, 
those moments that 
lay warm, against 


an icy path. 
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#1 


Hurly-burly; 
Walk, fall & scrape. 
Curse, stand to 


Walk again. 


An afternoon snow on Plymouth Avenue. 
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#5 


Workplace Spring Requiem 


Afternoon, 
grain hot 
sand, 

sun 

walks 
(crunch) 

by 

the window, 


unnoticed. 
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#11 


Stood 

to poke 

the fire 

I 

kicked over 

my scotch glass, 

(my intelligence) 

ran across 

the floor. 

““Quick,”’ I screamed, 
“Lick 

it up!” 

(Hysterical self-prodding) 
But too late, 

the damn wag-tailed dog 
had done it 


instead. 
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VIBRATO: A REPRISE 


In the beginning: 
there was a moment, 
first soft, then hard 
and misunderstood. 
It came from the red clay banks 
I saw as a child 
when fishing 
from the spillway, 
But are no longer seen, 
(covered by oak branches) 
and so 
only imagined, remembered. 


Years older now, 
I drink iced tea, smoke cigarettes 
late at night, to remember. 
While soft jazz piano 
filters through the house 
from my brother’s radio 
a curiosity, progression. 


Could the pianist know me? 
From his tune, he must, 
but if he did, 
What would he think? 
A young man, feeling age, 
who is told, there is no need 
to feel geriatric, 
But I must. 


There are somethings, 
yet unknown, 
which call from 
an ample hiding place within. 
Call for attention, 
to be noticed, perhaps perceived. 
The two do not, necessarily, 


go hand in hand. 
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Once, I returned to the spillway, 
to strain through the oak cross-stitch 
and see the red banks 
Of my childhood. 
But, strain and strain, 
There was only green, Then 
the spillway’s height, over the water, 
Frightened me, as when a child — I ran. 


Gasping, I ran, until 
a terrible thump thump grew 
out of my stomach, into 
chest, head, and throat. 
Still, I ran, each heart thump 
bringing clearer, a new moment, 
a brighter fear, foot-pound, foot-pound pavement. 


Until I stopped — more apt — 
Fell, beneath the yard’s large sycamore, 
In the grass, prickly sweet 
And listened to a cricket’s mellow tune. 


Stood, walked to local store; 
Where old men spit tobacco on floor 
Talk conservative politics, 
How no difference between 
one senator (R) 
supporting death squads (El Salvador) 
and one governor-candidate (D) 
in favor of abortion 
legislation. ““Gawd-damn if I sees, 
any diffence.”’ 
more cigarettes 
Not up to argument, I walk 
back home 
to write a 
letter, to my married 


friend. 
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The chemist as artist 
creates, 
a new bond. 


Letter becomes poetic; 
Poem becomes prose; 
We fall back on 
old conventions when, 
devoid of anything 


new. 
A trick of the mind 
Red clay banks are covered with oaks. 


We lay, syc-a-more shade, 
Crickets, slow 
rub . 
their legs 
time and time 
and hazy grass-filled 
moments stay 
within 
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Why are you vext, Lady? why do you frown? 
Here dwell no frowns, nor anger, from these gates, 
Sorrow flies far: See, here be all the pleasures 
That fancy can beget on youthful thoughts, 

When the fresh blood grows lively, and returns 
Brisk as the April buds in Primrose-season. 


— John Milton 


Whan that April with his showres soote 
The droughte of March hath perced to the roote, 
And bathed every veine in swich licour, 
Of which vertu engendred is the flowr; 


— Geoffrey Chaucer 
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FIELD MOUSE 


Poets scream for answers, 

I know they do. 

I have heard them. 

Yes, I’ve heard. 

Podium cathedrals, 

Bang down hands, 

Elastic eyes, rubber band veins 

Poets, and women, scream for answers. 


So come to me now 

Come to me 

And wrap the grass around, 
Around what will wait, 
Mountains fall for the lack of hope 
Or care. 

So come to me — 

The answers will wait; 
Tomorrow, 

Tomorrow is only today — 
Twenty-four hours later, 

So come to me in the field 
And wrap the grass around. 


When a boy, sixteen, 

I slept. 

Slept in the fields at noon time. 

They were my place, 

My hide-away 

So, I slept 

Deep in the grass 

Smelly dry earth 

At the root of it all 

Perfume hay-smell grass 

Blowy wind kissed, 
Later, I would stand 

all itchy. 
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And young tender things 

Walk by my field; 

Talk about this or that 

“Do you really think they went all the way?”’ 
They giggle. 

I would raise up in field 

To watch. 


Come to me now 

And wrap the grass around 

All in its time 

But now, 

Come and wrap the grass around. 


On they walked — 
Answered calls of mothers’ 
Sour uterus screams; 

Screams. 

Brown grease walls grey 
From age, and the mothers scream 
Of virtue, girls walk through, 
Mothers scream, wait, marry, 
Be respectable, as they are. 
But one girl had seen 

(i didnt know) 

Me, had seen, 

Listened, yes ma’am eyes, 
Smiled about tomorrow. 


And on tomorrow 

She came to me; 
Came to me and cried. 
Yes, yes, she cried: 


Take my hand, 

My hand, take it 

And lay me down 

Stretch me out in this field. 
Mystery fellow 

I know my answer, 

Lay me down. 
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Put your fingers through the fabric, 
Leave me bare. 

Shallow is the feeling I have had; 
~My field mouse — 

Run the silk of my thighs, she said, 
Put your fingers through the fabric, 
Leave me bare. 

Brown grease walls then grey 
From age, await me tomorrow 

But today, today 

I will wrap the grass around 

And let them wait. 


Yes, we did. 
Then up she stepped to leave, 
Pull blouse straight 
“Will I see you again?”’ I asked. 


66 99 
Tomorrow, maybe tomorrow. 


at 


DIMENSION 


Sullen rock, 
Remember? 
We'd scale its walls to see 
The other side, 
But the other side was our side, 
And we'd climb down again 
To run through sunlit brooks, 
Chase salmon upstream, 
To spawn 
Or be eaten by a grizzly. 
Or we'd sit beneath trees in rain, 
Wet with freedom 
And each side was our own. 
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THE COURTYARD 


The castle cries lichen tears; 

Its solace congruous of moments. 

So, we walk the Winter Garden, 

Deep greens and fiery reds cast trestle-off; 
Pot-holed cobblestones ever narrow 

Ever narrow. 

The time is but a sigh, 

Where laughter should be. 


Allow me a question: 

How would the moment be changed 

If another were here instead of me? 
. unfair question .. . 

But listen, 

Grass grows tall between your toes 

Where you stand too long. 

Walk, walk, must steady walk, 

Without hesitation. 


Dear, we have walked this path 
For months, ever narrow 

‘““That’s an old image,” she says. 
Yes, a golden oldie 

Like the Big Bopper, or, 
Doo-whop-a-lop-shh-bop-bam-boo. 


And up, two stories, 

Old caretaker stares from the window, 
Playing solitaire. 

Red Three on Black Four; 

Black Queen on Red King, 

And the One-Eyed Jack 
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Stares out window 

To silhouettes below. 

Droned voices ricochet granite; 

She bends to pick a flower, 

Yellow marigold bloom, 

Moisture-drip from stem bathes pierced root below. 
She turns, smiles, an answer: 

“On ne connait jamais’’ — one never knows. 
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FOR THE GIRL ... 


Your madness flash my temples red, 

Sleepy now dear, 

You know? 

Bedtime rest comes early 

On the day after, 

After, 

On the day after, 

So long. 

Grip, how long you say? 

You see me now? 

Sit, wait 
Wait for whatever comes 
Even if it’s nothing. 
Telephone’s out of reach; 
Hand’s too tired to write. 

Your madness flash my temples red, 

Read your note. 

Microwave hums, supper’s done. 

The radio plays 


on and on and on 
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TO THE MISTRESS 


To the mistress I never had, 

I miss you. 

Slinky red or vibrant green 

might have flowed from your hips 

as they flow from an apple when it’s 
picked fresh and washed in spring water. 
Oh, the crispness of it, 

sweet and bitter all at once 

like your kisses 

(though i never tasted) 

I miss them. 

Mistress, I miss you 

the way I miss an old dog, 

long gone from age or automobile — 

a friend that curled up, licked my hand, 
brought comfort. Comfort. 

Demanded nothing, save a little food 
and like friendship in return. 

Mistress I never had, 

Where were you? 
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STRANGULATION 


String of pearls hangs free about your neck. 
I could caress them or grab them 
and strangle you 
without losing a one. 


My dear. 
The hallowed night sings 

and chimes ring, 
But it is to be expected. 
My hands ache, 
Clench and Unclench, 
Muscles tighten, 

The will to scream drains. 
I could strangle or embrace you 

and it wouldn’t matter. 
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GOOD AFTERNOON 


Shallow, shallow 
Beats the pace down the corridor 
Click, click, high-heel, spiked-heel. 
Forehead mangler. 

(you men know tthe tale) 


Yes, mother, 

These words are for you: 
though not my mother (you 
didnt spit breech upon 
floor) but a mother still 

And you come 

I hear 

Call my name 

Break in door 

Not my mother 

But tell me 

How to live 

Many know you 

Talk to you 

(at you) 

Mother mom, 

Mother dear, 


Good Afternoon. 
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A PHILOSOPHER’S TRIO 


2 


Took a nap by the Thames, 

Awoke to the Neuse at home 

And thought how similar things might be 
If examined properly. 


II. 
““A constant state of flux,” 
Says Heracleitus, the certain ass. 
I much prefer Dr. A’s “Nothing new! 
Plato thought of it all.” 
Or a forgotten professor’s bewildered response: 
‘Now, I know A-posterior-i 
Is the perfect philosophical term.”’ 
Ah, Philosophers. 


ITf. 
You sleep in socks. 


I sleep in a dress shirt. 
What is the meaning of that? 
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#13 


Ev 

erywhere is 

here (my darling) 

as you sleep re 

clined the shoul (water 
beats ever & ever) 
der that can’t E 
magine your 


beauty. 
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I follow my course with the precision and security 
of a sleepwalker. 


— Adolf Hitler 


after 1936 reoccupation 
of the Rhineland 


STILL LIFE HEADED IN 
NO PARTICULAR 
DIRECTION 


Climby, climby, 

Dus vait der moment pleez, see 

Speaky, speaky. 

Back there on that road 

It was there where, few years ago, 

Friend died in crash crash car. 

Bad curve, VW crash crash car. 

Imagine it, back there on road, 

About a mile from this field 

Where I sit. 

Field-sitter, me. 

Field sit and back to the pen. 
An odd spot for odd habit. 
Writers, so they're called 
Spawning words, speaky speaky; 
Writers, with questions. 
Always questions 

Why did friend die BOOM! BANG! crash car? 

How did I get where I am, 

And just where am I anyway? 
But questions don’t, 
Anymore, bother me 
‘Cause why worry about 
This and that or 
Why it happened? 
Fact is, it did happen. 
Controversial philosophy. 
Yes, yes, but I worry 
Over the big problems. . . 


Like: How do sycamores 
Keep warm all winter 
With their leaves gone? 
Just tell me. 
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And tell me how I’m to keep warm? 

No brisky brisky pretty girl 

To scrooch up, keep me warm 

Blow beer breath up to my face 

Knee, knee, unawares, knee to 

The ol’ crotch: 

You know there is a certain warmth in that. 


But now, ramble ramble, must leave 
This question to introspection 
And move on 

plod along 


Dus vait der moment pleez, see 
Il. 


See, to my left, 

On my left side of this field 

There is a peach orchard. 

Me and granny worked it hard. 

Peaches pop off tree limbs 

Near about easy as axes 

(when the season’s good.) 
When we worked it, there was 
Trees with prime fruit I kept 
Hid from Granny. (She was old, 
You understand) Didn’t get ‘round 
Too good. But damn good ‘nough 
Near work me to death. Kept 
Fruit hid from her, aimed to 
Give it to her special. But 
Every time, she finds it and 
Sells it prime price. Biddy was 
Healthier than thought. We'd 
Have good laugh, peach brandy, 
Back to work for Chrissakes. 

Nobody’s workin’ it no more, 

All growed up weedy seedy 

Lookin’ and can’t trust nobody no how. 

Steal you blind. Take your peaches and 

It gets dark here now, 

In this field I sit; 
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It gets dark. . 
Besides trees don’t talk to me 
Like once upon a time. 
They slip away 
Into the far reaches 
Where I don’t go. 
I just go home, 
Back there on that road, 
Where my friend died. 
I drive careful 
To my TV show 
To my armchair, 
Cushy cushy 
Piles of dirty laundry 
That sit and grow 
Grow and sit. 


ITT. 


And back home, 
Sit, as TV show 
Broadcasts tranquilizers; 
The ol’ cathode eye blinks 
Back and forth 
In living color. 
Cathode shoots pictures 
All the way from L.A., 
New York, London and Paris, France 
(That’s a place someone said was in the war.) 
Don’t know ‘bout wars 
But the TV sits nestled 
Between fireplace and pinewood wall. 
Photos on TV top show mom, dad, 
All the warmth of family. 
Photos, TV-sitters, soak in radiation; 
(Granddaddy once put tobacco seeds on TV top, 
said warmth helped them germinate.). 
You know, maybe that’s why I got that 
Other photograph up there 
Sittin’ between mom and pop. 
A girl, a girl I used to know, 
Once upon a time, loved, oh yeah. 
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She sits there brisky brisky. 
She came about in ’69, 
Grand and magical as Woodstock; 
Swept out of a deep bowel 
Into another, 
Into another deep bowel, 
Which churned and doubted 
Churned and doubted. 

You see, hard to say 

Just what happened, 

Just how this creature came 

Swept into the bowel that was/ 

That is 

This, this brings us to a point, 

Wishy washy, a point of philos. 

Is our language good enough? 

Can we say what we feel? 

Can we feel what we say? 

And, wishy washy, nobody knows. 
A famous writer said 
That love has teeth, and 
Bites wounds 
Never to heal. 
The same man said that 
Words destroy the functions of love. 
And he is right. 
This man speaks truth. 
My words have been bitten, 
Eaten and swallowed whole. 

They come back, brief moment. 

Dus vait der moment pleez, see 
In sporadic vomits; 
Splatter, splatter page. 

But her photograph sits on TV 

Soaks warmth 

Germination, just like 


Granddaddy’s tobacco seeds. 
IV. 


Cold wind outside 
Catches house corner, goes around. 
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Down road peach orchard sits 
Trees ease into the far reaches, 
Hide cold wind away, 
Sycamores huddle together. 
Back home, laundry pile grows 
(stinky stinky) 

To ceiling; 

I sit, TV watcher, me. 

Do little 

And moonlight sifts 

Through prism windows; 

Cuts to fireplace, 

Illuminates trance particles, 
Dust, to rise and fall 

Rise and fall. 
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MOTORWAY 


I sit to watch evenings come and go 
As cars on the motorway 

Distant, loom headlights yellow, 

Then skate by, gone until another comes 


To catch me in my chair. 

Daylight forgotten, evening here, 

Grey mist hurled inward from street 
Kisses my legs when they strike cadence 


Up, down, up rocking porch-lit. 

After dinner plates clatter clean-up, within 
Children roll, tumble, scream HOORAY to youth. 
I sit to watch evenings come and go 


As cars on the motorway. 

Wonder where they travel 

Or if they mind my going along. 

From time to time, a passenger will wave. 
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ISLAND DREAMS EGYPTIAN (or) 
A DAY AT THE BEACH 


Grain skyline, horizon, 
pearl white, reaches for island shore. 
Sandshore is here now and salty, 
But beyond the sleepy grasp, 
the oval moon. 
Tiger island heart beats 
steel drum beat and 
there is no echo, no reprise. 
Fat palm sucks hurricane breaths, 
Breaths for the believers, 
And tomorrow, Tomorrow is approaching 
pearl white grain skyline 
Hour by hour, 
oval moon slips. 


Sleep Sleep Sleep 
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TRAVEL GUIDE 


While grey light shines yellow 

Against misty halls, clings to somber walls. 
Mountains burn green timber, 

Through a moment’s pain. 

Time is. tension across a desert 

Of wide eyes staring blankly into, 

Wide eyes staring blankly ... 

Staring. 


And we was trying to climb, 
Damn if it ain’t hard sometimes; 
(Most of the time if you ask me.) 
Red light, white light, 
Crumble, crumble, 
Wish and tumble. 
They told me it was easy, 
Can't trust them people, reckon? 
Spent good money on climbing lessons, 
Never had no real practice, 
Just laying around talking, 
Getting talked back at, 
And told what’s right. 


Blue seas rumble melancholy, 
Sweet acid sweat 
On forehead, 
Brass bed, 
Slumber time calisthenics. 
Wheat and rye, corn, 
Crops grow field fly flowers 
Afternoon showers, 
Slumber time workout 
Sleeps along yesterday’s explosion 
(or whatever the hell you call it.) 
Of wide eyes staring blankly into, 
Wide eyes stare blank... . 


Stare 
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Just be damned if, I know, 
What to think, 

Anymore. 

They tell me this, 

Show me that, 
Rat-a-tat-tat, 


And nothing’s ever right. 
Why fight? 

Been working for an answer, 
Can’t seem to find, 

A thing, 


But questions. 


La-di-da 

La-di-da 

La-di-da 

Com si, com sa. 

On Foreva. 
Ask me ‘bout it one more time, 
I'll go up side your head. 
Brass bed, 
Slumber time workout. 
Ha Ha Ha 
La-di-da 
Ask someone else, 
Instead. 
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#4 


Old man, brown chin tobacco 
furrow: “Who really knows, 
for fact, 


‘ceptin’ maybe God & The Ghost?’’ 


* 


* 


cross-eyed look stretches 


* 


* 


‘“& daya think they tellin’?” 
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GARBAGE 


I thought I might 
should carry out the garbage, 
Today. 


It sat in corner 
all green and reaking. 
Beer cans, butt-ends 


and old, wadded 
typing paper. 


It sat there; 

I sat, 

Staring. 
Neither moved. 
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AT NIGHT 


Tender sunlight to darkness surrenders, 

where ‘possums 
and lovers are friends, 

Both in their environment. 

Hands reach and melt flesh to flesh 
on roadside, to see 
which will be the flower 
and which, the tree. 

Which will, will be 
and all in all, all in all 
For tomorrow, 
through the calm, at night, 
when ‘possums and lovers, 
are friends. 
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AS MUTANTS SEEK PERFECTION 


Pontoon monuments seek earth-roots, 
Their cowardice bewilders the grey-green 
Floating shadows night oaks 

Swanker against their marble bases. 


What crosses could the image conjure 
If it weren't pure abstraction 
Festered and oozing malcontent? 


So, darling, bring your sequestered words 
With others’ sing-song embodiment; 

The clown and big top, the reigning laughter 
Shall yet envelope arisen Helicon. 


I 


VOYAGER PT. 1 


An indian village, 
Long on the outskirts, 
Thrown away 
Discard forthwith, you understand, 
Indian village celluloid 
plasters it all about. 
“It,” nasty little word 
To mean nothing, 
Thank goodness, 
To mean nothing. 
And it’s not working. 
I write. A writer by title. 


We all NEED to be called something. 


A title. 
Perfect enemy to existentialism, 
Oh perfect friend and enemy. 

The indian village is there, 

I can see it God damnit; 

I can see the damn thing, 

Out there, right there. 

Touch? Did you say? 

I can touch and smell, 

Almost taste. 
Dry earth, dust they call it 
Bathing me so sweet, 
Ever so sweet. 
And sweat flanked horses, 
Their sweat rubs my calves, thighs, 
Moistness washed in dust — 
Running, ramble horses 
Women with babies 
Proud men and sweet, sweet 
Brown furry sweat. 


Remember Petticoat Bill, 

Nice old gentleman 

Walked down Dirksman Street 
Least three times a day? 
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We was happy to watch. 
Dear old pal Petticoat 
To try and figure him out, 
To try and figure him out. 
You see ol’ Petticoat wasn't 
Likely a man you made fun of. 
Naw, wasn’t one of them old dustrats 
You find in a dime store western. 
He, no ways, was one of them old 
Bastards walking about without a 
near clue as to where he went 
or came from. 
He was a mystery. 
A proud man brought down by 
The two most evil things in God’s world: 
Whiskey and women 
Listen, that much of his tale 
Is ordinary. 
Many good men fall prey to 
Those two tribulations: 
Whiskey and women. 
But it’s always interesting 
Cos none of them good men 
Really seem to mind. 
You know where I’m headed here? 
None of ‘em seem to mind 
Being abused by 
Whiskey and women. 
Asked about it once, 
“Bill,” I said. “You mind 
That you was brought down by 
Whiskey and women?’ 
Looked at me funny and said 
“Shit, boy. Ain’t nothing to mind. 
Women might've brought me down, 
But how do you reckon I got my 
Name, Petticoat Bill? Sure won’t 
Cos I sold dresses — I laid a few of them down, too.’ 
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Well, I reckon he did at that. 
Must have to get that name. 
You see what I mean about them men 
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Not minding so much -— 
It ain't that you win the game, 
Just that you get that chance to play. 


Well, Bill’s dead. 
Been that way a hundred years. 
Never really talked to him myself, of course, 
Just old tales handed down from granddaddy, 
Handed down from his daddy. 
Petticoat Bill, old family friend. 
Dead just like them indians. 
They all dead now, too. 
Ain’t no more indians 
That ride their beasts proud 
With their black manes 
Trailing down their backs. 
Oh, they might be a few, 
But they ain't real 
Ain’t real indians. 
Course that’s not their fault is it? 
Didn’t exactly lose their heritage, 
More likely had it stole. 
But that’s an old story, too. 


I can tell you one boy 
Ain't even close to losing his heritage. 
Me — that’s the one — 

Watch The Little Rascals now, 

Just like ten years ago. 

Always liked Buckwheat — and 
Petey. You remember Petey? 

That white dog with the brown spot, 
The brown spot ‘round his eye, 
Might be a black spot; 

Never could tell, that was before 
Color TV, you know? 


Man — now tthere’s an interesting creature. 
He’s been to the moon, 

Can cure all kinds of strange ailments, 
Even invented color TV, 

But who can tell me, for certain, 

If Petey’s spot is brown or black? 
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VOYAGER PT. 2 


Listen, please, 
Only one little question. 
Please, listen. 
IS BEAVER CLEAVER ALIVE OR DEAD? 
Is hee 
Will you tell mee 
You remember him? 
Never did watch 
Show much 
Myself. 
Thought it (a) 
Bit stupid. 
But that was before color TV, too. 
But tell me, now 
IS BEAVER CLEAVER ALIVE OR DEAD? 
Does anyone know, for certain 
And, oh, 
Brown or black? 
Is Petey’s spot brown or black? 
Questions. 
A lot of them there, 
right? 
See, there’s one. 
The oddest things 
Become important 
At the oddest times. 
Questions. 
TV trivia of them all. 
ME — ME — ME — 
Revolutionaries, preps. 
(An odd assortment.) 
All asking 
Why? Why? Why? 
The dawning of philosophy 
Is upon us. 
Cut myself today, 
Shaving, 
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Watched the blood trickle off my chin 
And smatter on the sink below me. 
It made a wonderful noise. 


Dear old Bill. 
‘Petticoat, Hey Bill. 
Where you going? 
Hey, come here!” 
Saw Petticoat today. 
Course, guess it wasn’t really him. 
Couldn’t have been. No, couldn’t have. 
He’s dead. 
Besides, looked too young. 
Guess Bill’s kind of man, 
Coming ‘round sooner and sooner. 
Younger and younger. 
Glut in the market. 
Too many drunks, 
Not enough bartenders. 
There you have it. 
And it’s awful cold out 
Hangy down limbs 
Massage cool air, dip down, 
Touch my head, tossle my hair. 
Grey jacket pull it ‘round. 
Bristle red ears 
(nose to match). 
Half moon dangles pitch black sky. 
Walk, keep step two, three. 
Walk. 
And it all comes so hard. 
Just what “it” is, 
Who can say? 
Again, the dawning is upon us. 
Questions. 
Smitter, smatter. 
Full grip, hand razor 
Red splash up white sink, 


It easily washes away. 
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THE PIER 


Beach sand is white magic at ten, 
and you're playful. 
dodge gulls, 
fight waves, 
chase after dogs, 
Get burned and mama puts salve on. 


And there’s that big thing, 

Hundreds of lines hangin’ down. 

Daddy said it ain’t for little boys, 

But I ain’t scared 

Cos it makes water sing 

When it beats those poles around, 

Those poles are green and tall, bob like toys 
and nobody cares. . . 


. That they might fall right off. 
I swear it looks like it’s dancin’ sometimes. 
Daddy said it was a big fishin’ pier, 
Don’t know but I been on it. 
I snuck there; they was off, 
With friends I guess; I knew it was my time, 
If it was ever going to get here. 
Walked clean to the end of it. 


And when I closed my eyes, 

I could see all the way to Paris, France 
(That’s a place someone said was in the war.) 
Don’t know ‘bout wars, but it was there. 
Boys, girls, and lullabies, 

All the people were just a-danc-in’ 

Like Friday nights at Charley’s run down store. 
Closed my eyes tight, and I was there. 


It was pretty to see, 

The Eiffel Tower, lots of pretty sights. 
I laughed so hard I really got dizzy; 
That is when I opened my eyes. 
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That 
Is when, 
I knew, 
I was not, 
a lit- 
tle boy. 
But a man 
climb- 
ing 
a rail. 


and nobody cares . . 
. that they might fall right off. 


I swear it looks like it’s dancin’ sometimes. 
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This exciting new poet reminds me of no one more than John Berryman 
— despite different geographies, different backgrounds, there is the 
same intensity. The honesty is sometimes frightening, often volcanic, 
never dishonest. 


— Ronald H. Bayes 
Bobby Price in his poetry exhibits a maturity far beyond his 
years. His pen transforms commonplace occurrences and images into 
uncommon poetry. He has a heart and eye and mind for what is 
beneath the surface of the things we take for granted. 
His poems are wry, sensual, sophisticated; full of energy and 
adept asides — and they work! 


— Mae Woods Bell 


Praise for Strangulation 


I find things in it to admire, especially like “Time is tension across a 
desert/of wide eyes . . .”’ There are strong lines here. 


— Fred Chappell 


Bobby Price’s work has a light touch: witty, assured and lively 
with a pleasant experimental edge. I enjoyed the ease with which he 
deals with both humorous and serious subjects. 


— Paul Baker Newman 
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